
0 th* What voye« is this? not dead ? not yafluitc^cads 

Ithatamcruell,amyctmercifuil, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy patnc, — fo^fa 
£m. W har. ho^my Lord,my Lord. * 

0th, Who’s there ? 

Em, G good my Lord.rdc fpeake a word wich you. 

0/6. YeSjtis E«*^/M,by and by ; flice’s dead ; 

Tis like (lie comes to fpeskc ofCaJsiosdczth^- 
The noyfe was here ; ha,nomore mcuii.g, 

Siill as the graue ; lhal! fire come in ? werc’r good ? 

1 thinkc ihc fiirres againe; no.what’sthc belt? 

1 f file ceme in,fhcc’il fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife^my wif‘e,my wife; I ha no v^ ife ; 

O infupportftble : O hcaiiy hotire. 

Mcthinksitftiouldbcnow ahtigeEcflips • 

Of Sunne and Moone, and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em, 1 doe belceeh you I may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oih, I bad forget thee ; O come in Emillta. 

Soft,by and by ; let me the Curtainps draw, £»/.Emil, 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now ? 

Em. O my good Lord , yonder’s fculc murders done 
0th, What, now.? 

Em. But now my Lord. , 

Oth, It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more necrc the eanh,ihcn (he was wont,. 

And makes men mad. 

Em, my Lord has kil’d a yongre«e//4», 

Rodertga. 

Oth. Kcderigo]i\\dyZnACaJUo\i\\d'i 
Em. NojC^j/o isnotkild. ? 

0/6. Not kildjthen murders out of tune, 

AiKlfweetcreiiengcgrowesharfli. • 

Def. O fallly^faKly murdered. 

Em. O Le.rd;what cry is that ? , ' 

Oth. That? what? 1. r 

Em. OutandalaSjit ismyLadyesvoycc, 
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Hclpe»hclpc,ho helpe,0 Lady fpeake againe, . 

Sweete Defdemt>n4,0 fwcet e Miftrcffc (pcake. 

J)ef. ^ guiUleffe death I die. 

Em* O who has done this deed? 

Z)/4 Nobody,! my felfe/ajrewell; ^ 

Commend me to roy kinde Lefd,0 farewell, (he dies* 

Oth. Why, how fliouldfhc be murdered? 

Em. Alas,whoknow'cs? 

Oth. You heard her fay,her fclfe,it was not I. 

Em. She fayd fo,I nnuft necdcs report a truth, 

Oth, She’s like a lyer.gone to burning Hdl, 

*T\vas 1 that kild her, 

Em. O.thc more Angell file. 

And you the blacker diiicll, 

Oth, Slie turn’d to folly,and fltc was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeftbdy hcr,and thou art a diuelL 
. Oth. She was falfc as water. 

Em, Thou as ra(h as fire. 

To fay that (lie was falfe ; O (he was heaucnly true. 

Oth. Citfsie did top hcr,aske thy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d benc ith all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceedjVpon iu(i grounds. 

To thisextremiiy,tby husband knew tt all, 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That fhe was falfc to wediceke ? 

Oth. I,withC^/f/o:nay,had(hebintruc, 

If heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfect Crifolitc, 

I*de not hauc foldhcrforic. . 

’Em, My husband? 

Oth, Ijtwas he that told me hrflr, 
AHhoneilmanheiSjandhatesthcflimc, . , 

That (licks on filthy dcedcs, 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What needesthis iteration? Woman, I fay thy husband. 
Era. Ifhefay fo,mayhisperuitiousfouie 
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